The Bridge
Volume 18

Number 2

Article 7

1995

Anders Kristian Andersen 1825-1920
Anders K. Andersen

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/thebridge
Part of the European History Commons, European Languages and Societies Commons, and the
Regional Sociology Commons

Recommended Citation
Andersen, Anders K. (1995) "Anders Kristian Andersen 1825-1920," The Bridge: Vol. 18 : No. 2 , Article 7.
Available at: https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/thebridge/vol18/iss2/7

This Article is brought to you for free and open access by BYU ScholarsArchive. It has been accepted for inclusion
in The Bridge by an authorized editor of BYU ScholarsArchive. For more information, please contact
scholarsarchive@byu.edu, ellen_amatangelo@byu.edu.

Anders Kristian Andersen
1825-1920
by ANDERS KRISTIAN ANDERSEN
translated by BODIL MARIE SANDAGER HANSEN
INTRODUCTION
Richard Sandager was given this manuscript (written in
Danish by his grandfather) when he visited Denmark in
1965. He received it from A. Kristian Andersen, another
grandson of Anders Kristian Andersen, who lived on the
old family farm. He was a Representative to the Danish
Parliament in Copenhagen at that time.
Bodil Marie Sandager Hansen, a sister of Richard, translated the manuscript for the grandchildren to read and
enjoy. In order to add clarity, some side notes have been
included which are put in parentheses. No further attempt
has been made to edit the autobiography of Anders
Kristian Andersen.
The autobiography does not always follow chronologically, but it does contain a broad range of thoughts and
experiences.
ANDERS KRISTIAN ANDERSEN
CHILDHOOD
The third of March, 1825, I came into the world, born on
the farm, "Faster Ker", in Faster Sogn. (That is a township.)
I was told that they had a very hard winter the first days
of March that year. A real blizzard it was ....almost impos-40-

sible to travel the roads. In those days, beggars and gypsies, called "Rakkere" in Danish slang, walked from farm
to farm, begging food and clothes, and, at night, they
begged to stay in the haymow or dining room, and slept
on hay given them. Such a band came to the farm and
begged to stay that stormy night, March 2, 1825. My mother said that, yes, they could stay in the Folk dining room,
although she was not feeling well at all. I have been told
that one of these gypsy women was very helpful in delivering this big boy and Bedstemor gave her lots of food and
clothes as thanks. During the night I was born, God gave
my mother an easy delivery.
The first recollection I have in my childhood happened
when my Grandfather died when I was four years old. I
wanted to help carry him out of his bed and I asked if I
could have the wooden case he kept his glasses in. When
asked what I wanted to use them for, I answered that I
wanted to keep my glasses in there when the time came for
me to go to Communion. I felt a great fear, at that time, of
death, and I wished I was three years younger like my sisterso I could live longer before dying.
I wanted to help everywhere with the work. My father
was building a new barn and had made the bricks himself.
I wanted to carry one of the heavy bricks but dropped it
and it hit my big toe, injuring it so the nail came off. It
never grew back completely. I also remember getting
spankings for being naughty.
Time went by and I now was to learn the alphabet, but
I did have a hard time remembering it. Mother cut a whip
andas she spun the yam on her spinning wheel, I was to
recitethe ABC's to her. Often the whip fell on my back and
I nearly forgot all the letters. Therefore, when reciting, I
alwayskept one eye on the whip to see if it was being
raised.
-41-

I was sent to my grandmother who lived on a very large
farm in Kongen's Holm in Hanning Sogn, to learn to read.
But, I had the bad luck to get knocked down by a cow and
broke my arm. I was put to bed and taken good care of.
They were all very good to me and I got a lot of good food
so I could get well again. I was also free from studying my
ABC's. But I longed to get back home again because our
cows were very gentle. I was much afraid of
Grandmother's cows. Later, while there, I was supposed to
take care of a sheep. One day it wouldn't get up so I took
a rock and hit it in the head and it died. My uncle saw that
and gave me a good spanking on my seat.
When I got home, I was supposed to be able to read as
I had been to Kongen's Holm to school, but I really had not
learned the alphabet so I could not read or spell. Writing
was very hard for me, too. We had some cheap writing
paper and when I used too much of it, I was scolded for
that, too, because everything had to be economized in
those days.
When I was 11 or 12 years old, my dear old grandmother in Faster Ker died. I sorrowed a lot over her death and
often cried by myself. I prayed to God to let me carry any
sin she may have committed so she could be saved. In later
life, I have often thought that what man cannot understand, he must just accept. I have often prayed to God and
made Him promises if He would answer my prayer.
In Faster Ker, there were four farms and each farm had
boys, which I played and fought with. I loved to wrestle as
I was very strong and could throw them all down ....those
that were two and three years older as well as those that
were my same age. This caused more fighting. Some I was
friends with one day; the next day, enemies again. So, I got
a lot of nicknames, such as, "Fat", "Nasty", and "Dirty." It
also gave me torn clothes which my mother mended so I
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did not look very neat.

I loved to fish and fished every evening with hook and
line.I promised God if I got a good catch, I would stop
swearingand would not tell any lies.
The school I attended was really a very good school. At
Confirmation classes, I managed pretty well. Confirmation
Dayat church, I ranked fifth with ten below me.

YOUTH
I stayed in my home until I was sixteen years old and
workedvery hard for my age. There were five children ....a
brother and a sister older than I and a brother and sister
:younger than I. The older two bossed me around; the
younger ones, I was supposed to help ....especially to get
:.dressed.(Many clothes were worn in those days and made
a heavy homespun cloth.)
I now wished to leave home and find a job as a hired
,;.man.I found the job with Mads Sonderby in the village of
rris. I was hired for a year at the prevailing wage of 9
'gsdaler. My mother wanted me to get an early start in
forenoon for this new job for there was a belief in those
ys that unless you started on a new job early in the day,
u would always be sleepy in the morning.
I was given a lot to do and counted the days till Sunday
I could get some rest but there seemed to be plenty to
then, too. At that time, it was considered a shame when
man left his job after one year so I hired out here for
ther year but was now to earn 10 Rigsdaler. I consoled
yselfthat I now was considered a full grown man. I was
ng and healthy but I did not get rest and sleep enough
a growing, young boy. My parents collected my salary
d furnished me my clothing.
While working here, I started thinking about becoming
missionary and preaching to the heathens about Jesus.

«
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One Sunday, I asked Mads Sonderby if I could go over to
a Pastor Ostergaard in Felding Sogn. He had been a mjs.
sionary to Greenland and the King of Denmark had paid
for his studying at the University. I had no money but I
hoped to do the same. I then set out on this trip, but Pastor
Ostergaard was not home that Sunday, and I finally decided to drop these thoughts.
After the two years were gone, I took a new job at Niels
Petersen's in Dybbelmose. He was ambitious but hot
headed and had a hard time keeping his help. He was n
home when I arrived, but had given orders that I was
start threshing rye and feed the horses. I started to thr
the rye on the big mow floor with the hand flail. When
man came home, he called out my name and asked what
was doing. Then he asked if I had fed the horses.
answered "yes" which was not true, but I got confused.
was a strange way of greeting his new help, I thou
Otherwise, we got along fine . One day a horse ran awa
from me. He came into the barn and hit me in the ba
with his fist. I was not hurt badly but I got real sore ab
this treatment. There was plenty of hard work to do, but
could stand to do it because I was very strong of body
planned my work.
Nearby lived a man by the name of Kristian ldom, w
was a Christian man. I'd go down at night and sit and
with him about God's Kingdom.
I left my job after the year was up and took another o
in Borris Sogn. Here I had it much easier but the wa
remained the same. The man was a bachelor. He wan
me to stay and offered to let me take over his gaard if
stayed and worked for him. But I declined his o
because he did not believe in God and swore a lot.
would even curse God if the weather was not favorable.
often told him how sinfully he acted. This was a good f
-44-

I wished to earn some extra money so I made an
gement with my employer to be free from April 1st to
e 21st to work with some fishermen at Nymindegab. I
· yed fishing but was often seasick. One time we nearly
wned in the bay. We were fishing for small herring to
used for bait. The man I worked for was named Jens
· tian Opstrup. He was very capable and very daring.
y times we went out to sea when others thought it was
rough. Then he would both curse and pray. But I don't
· ve he was very sincere in his praying. Incidentally, a
years later, he committed suicide by hanging. These
ermen were a rough and ungodly lot, and I really didlike to associate with them, but I did promise to return
year. The fishermen were a superstitious lot of men,
when I tried to convert them, they became angry and
me to shut up. I was not good at rowing a boat like
were, but when we got to shore and tried wrestling, I
d throw them all. When we were not at sea, I took any
job I could find to earn some extra money.
My father now asked me to come home to help farm the
gaard at Faster Ker. In the spring, when we were
ugh seeding, I again worked at the fishery. Once, after
'p had stranded, loaded with barrels of wine, I helped
them into a big packhouse at Bjerregaarden where the
'als took charge of stranded goods for the State. The
that I helped wanted wine to drink and bored a hole
barrel,put a jug under, and tapped out several jugsful.
, they put in a plug in the hole and hammered the
band down over it. I told them this was stealing but
answered, "A man who works with wine has to drink
II

Whenthe work was done ....rolling in the barrels ...., we
took a drink. I got a stout drink of the jug which made
-45-

me feel quite lightheaded. I felt that I could run as swift
a deer. Later in the evening, I decided to go home to Fas
Ker and visit the folks, which was six miles away. (That
24 American miles). When I reached home, it was mo
ing. The day was clearing off to good fishing weather so
had to leave again, at once,, for the ocean. I crossed over
heather, and, when I had gotten into Lonborghede, I w
so sleepy that I lay down in the heather and fell asle
When I awoke, I was afraid that the boats were waiting £
me so I decided to cut across the heather and swamps.
got into a soft spot in a swamp and sunk in. I was gettin
scared that, if I did not get out of this hole, I would nev
be found. I then prayed to God. I did get out of this swam
and on to the heather again. My clothes had gotten w
and very dirty so I pulled them off and washed them. I at
the lunch my mother had given me, then ran naked ....o
and on. Now I saw houses in a distance so I put on my w
clothes so that the people I might meet would not think I
was crazy. I came to a creek and had to wade through:
which did not help to dry my clothes. I reached the fishing
village just as the men were getting the boats ready to go
out on the ocean again. Several fine days ....we kept at it so
we ·got very little sleep and it was hard work pulling in the
nets.
Time passed on and it was midsummer so no more fishing. We divided up the earned money after selling the fish.
I bought a part of the fish, hired a wagon, and drove
through large towns and sold them, and, thus, made a
good return on my venture.
Now, I started to buy catttle and sell, but harvest started and so I again helped my father on the farm . My folks
did not like this trading and selling business because I
could only work at this trading on Sundays. At this time I
had found a girl whom I loved a lot and she was unfaith-46-

fu1to me. I do not wish to write more about this.
I was now called in by the draft and was to become a
soldier. The law read then, that if a man had a farm, he
could be freed from becoming a soldier. They told me that
if I rented my father's farm, I would not have to be called
in as a soldier. As I did not care to become a soldier, I rented my home farm and hired a man to help my father. I then
rented a brick factory nearby where I had plenty of use for
the money I had earned. I had to build an oven and a shed
to pack the bricks in to dry. I also had to buy two oxen, a
wagon, wheelbarrows and other tools, and hired men to
help me and pay the board and room so I was getting into
debt. I worked hard as I was getting worried that I might
lose all in this speculation.
Now, the war of 1864 broke out, causing all kinds of
rumors. One rumor was that a band of people were coming through Jylland, robbing and plundering. One day, all
men were to meet at Borris Kro to stop them. I was given
a package of food and a gun; also an iron stock with a
sharp point; but no soldiers came. We were asked to go
home again, having scored a big victory. The next year, the
German soldiers came and plundered the Township for
seventy steers. They were from Hanover, Germany. One
day, there came two soldiers to get my two steers. When I
saw them taking my steers down in the meadow, I ran
down to them and tried to tell them I would lead the steers
for them, which they let me do. I now tried to lead them
home to the factory, but they wanted me to take the road
to town. When I did not comply, one of them pulled out
his sword and swung it over my head so I had to do as
ordered. One soldier walked ahead of the other and one
walked by me and the oxen (steers). I hoped the first one
would get as far ahead as possible for I intended to take
the other one down and take his sword away from him.
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But the man I had rented the tileworks from came running.
He could talk some German and he explained to the soldiers how bad off I would be without my steers so they let
me keep them. I now wanted to give them a few Rigsdaler
but they shook their heads. I felt guilty during the years
the war lasted as I felt I should have been in the war to
help my country fight.
I had the tile factory fotir or five years, hiring workmen
every summer. I did most of the work myself ...often two
days work in one ....as I troweled all the bricks myself. One
fall, I made 20,000 bricks after the 27th of September, mostly alone. I had to stay up most of the night to maintain the
fire for the ovens and almost lost my eyesight looking so
much at the fire. If it wasn't for the fact that I had such a
strong constitution I could not have done all this work for
in digging the clay, we were often wet all day. Each year I
made a good profit and saved a lot of money. With these
savings I bought the farm land which I had leased for the
tile factory. My sister and brother got part share in this, but
we soon sold it again:
My father was not well anymore and offered me the
home farm if I would give my two brothers and two sisters
each 300 Rigsdaler and then support my parents for life. I
now built them a house in a year's time and they moved
in.
I had a nice girl waiting for me; her name was Karen
Jensen Holm from Rind om, near Ringk0bing, a large city
on the west coast of Jylland. We married the second of
May, 1852 and moved on to the home farm, Faster Ker. We
lived there four years. Two sons were born there (Andrew
and Carl), but my wife never was happy to live there for
reasons I won't mention here. I, therefore, bought a small
farm in Tarm. I planned to sell Faster Ker and move into it
in 1856. But, God's will is not always our will. I now trad-48-

ed Faster Ker with a farm in East Finderup and gave 1100
Rigsdaler in trade. I sold the small farm in Tarm but had to
wait for most of the money for four years. The farm in
Finderup was a large property; the soil was excellent; but
the buildings were too small and inadequate. But, there
were no old people to take care of which my wife was real
pleased about. We moved to Finderup farm in September,
and I started to dig marl. (This was a fertilizer which
demanded a high price when sold.)
Just before Christmas, I became very ill. I thought it was
a bad cold. I was never used to being sick. I let the doctor
bleed me, which was customary then. It didn't help and I
became very sick. I couldn't eat or sleep. I thought maybe
I could work it off. I crept out of bed, dressed warmly
because it was very cold at this time, and went out to the
mow and started to thresh rye, with my flail, in order to
sweat out the cold. I became so weak that I had a hard time
to get back to bed. Luckily, my wife had not heard me go
nor come back or she would have become frightened; her
nerves were not good.
Christmas Eve was a big festival for two reasons: it was
Christ's birthday and it was also our oldest son's birthday.
I sat at the head of the festive table to read the gospel and
pray for all our household. But, my strength failed and I
had to go back to bed. My wife sent one of the hired men
to Ringk.0bing to get the doctor. He came and examined
me and found that I had typhoid. He wondered why they
hadn't called him sooner. He ordered the .house closed to
visitors and all others but our hired help. We had to contact the doctor daily. Every third day the doctor came out
to see me. One day, the hired man who was to report to the
doctor went into the saloon when he got to town, got into
a fight, and stayed away an extra day, and then returned
without my medicine. I lay six to seven weeks in bed. I
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often thought I would die. I could hardly lift my head from
the pillow. I could not understand why God wanted me in
Heaven. I felt there was so much I had yet to do here on
earth. One day, in my fever fantasy, I thought I was in a
soft swamp and I sank to my knees with every step.
Alongside of the swamp was a good road with people
walking back and forth but it seemed impossible for me to
get back on to the road. Time was long for me while I had
to stay in bed for I slept very little. I slowly got better. One
of our hired men and a hired girl got the typhus but soon
got well as they got medicine for it at once. When I could
get up, I was very weak and walked with a cane indoors,
and outdoors with the help of my wife's arm. I soon
gained back my strength and was completely cured. On
Pentecost Sunday, we had a gathering of men at Finderup.
I could wrestle all these men now. Before I was sick with
the typhoid I had rheumatism, perhaps caused by being
wet all day in the brick factory. That had now left me. In
fact, I felt better than before.
I started work again with my hired men, threshed the
rye, started to plow the heather, and loaded marl on wagons to spread over the heather fields. We needed new
buildings badly so I speculated where and how I could
earn money for material. I began to buy two year old colts,
broke then to harness and offered them for sale. However,
I did not waste time selling them. People who wished to
buy could come and see them. I set the price and they
could pick out those they liked best. This is how I got the
money to build a new house and the barns in 1860.
I bought the lumber in Ringk0bing and hauled it outside of town. I would leave on these trips when my hired
men went to bed and came back when they got up in the
morning. The lumberman tried to cheat me by giving me a
cheaper grade of planks, but I caught him because I had
-50-

marked each plank with my initials in the end with a hammer. I had him haul out my planks and, also, pay me for
trying to cheat me. I now built three long barns. Two were
20 feet wide; one was 32 feet wide.
One spring day, while we lived in Finderup, I was out
plowing and I noticed smoke out east in the heatherlands.
A strong wind was blowing. I called to my two hired men
to bring shovels and forks. I headed my team and plow to
meet the fire and started a backfire to meet the oncoming
fire. My neighber saw what I intended so he joined me
with his team and plow. We finally got the main fire
stopped in a low spot and then started to fight the sidelines of fire. More men came running to help. We all got
very tired. Some were ready to give up. I had to use both
good and strong language to keep them going. At last, we
won! I really was praised for attempting to do this big job.
I broke the one handle of my plow so had to hold the plow
with one hand and steer the horses with the other. The
horses were all petered out; so was I for several days afterwards!
I worked extremely hard those years. I could work like
two men. My wife saw to it that I got good food ....and
plenty of it.
That year, 1860, when I was building the big barns, we
also burnt three big ovens full of bricks for the foundations
for the barns. That fall, it rained and rained. We had 600
long shocks in the fields that we had to thresh on boards
then haul the wet straw out in the fields and put chemicals
on it to rot as fertilizers. I had Finderup farm seven years
and put 100 more acres under cultivation; this was heather
land. I also dug up 12,000 loads of marl to spread over
such land. I also sold some of these marl loads as it commanded a good price those years. I thus raised a lot of
grain, especially, oats. One year, I sowed 70 t0nder (90
-51-

acres) and got 100 lin. I had a surplus of fodder. I had a
stack of oats longer than our barn. We had nine horses now
and 60 head of cattle.
My wife was not strong and wished we could sell and
find a smaller farm. We had six children now and three
hired men, two hired girls, herd boys and day workers so
there was a lot of work for a housewife to take care of. I
traded in the year of 1863 with Jeppe Bauk from Herborg
Molle, for a farm in Videverek and a windmill and a watermill in Herberg in Vargod Sogn, which I had helped organize. The farm had 16 cows and young stock, two horses,
and was one mile from the mills. I got 2800 Rigsdaler to
boot. I found this was a poor trade. There was a lot of work
at the two mills as the buildings were poorly constructed,
but the soil was good. I had planned to sell the two mills
but only got one windmill which was to be moved. I now
rebuilt the watermill to a nine sided building of brick to
the very top. I made the brick myself to enlarge the mill. It
now cost so much I could not sell it. But, the farm, I could
sell. This I did. Around the mill were 113 acres of heather
land. This I broke. We had such good crops that we had to
build barns for it. After three years, we had four horses
and twelve cows. The watermill I remodeled to a bonecrusher mill ....and, other small jobs work. Neither my wife
nor I had it easier than we had it at Finderup farm. I had
many worries. I envy none who have to deal with the public.
The 11th day of March, my wife bore our eighth child.
She died the 22nd of March of milk fever. These eleven
days were the hardest days of my life ....no sleep and
unending sorrow. It was very hard for me to lose her. She
had been a wonderful helper through the many hard problems. But, she placed her life in God's hands, bid me and
the children and all those who came to visit her those last
-52-

days good-bye, and died peacefully, going to heaven,
where no more sickness and sorrow could reach her. She
lies buried in Vargoe Cemetery.
Now I was alone with seven children; the eighth child
died when young. None were confirmed. The oldest,
Anders Kjer, was only thirteen years old. There was a lot
to do. I had two mill boys, two hired men, two hired girls
and other hired help. The two youngest children, therefore, went to live with my first wife's relatives. The children were a lively bunch and when I was not there at
home, the work was often neglected. When I would arrive
home in the evening and question the children about the
work, they didn't dare tell me as they feared the wrath of
the hired help later. (The baby, Karen, was taken by an
aunt; my mother, Marie (Bedstemor), only five years old
was sent to her mother's mother ....a proud, straight, old
woman ....where Marie had a lonely childhood.)
I had been elected to several public boards and had
many meetings to attend. That left the hired help to care
for the children. I believe I was a poor tiller. I didn't like the
method used at that time to be paid for grinding whereby
I was to receive part of the load of grain as pay for the
grinding. I felt they mistrusted my measuring and so I let
them give the measure they felt was right. I was very often
short-changed. When I measured, I never once gave short
change. I was not good at talking to the farmers who came
to the mill either ....like my first wife was. (She also kept his
books for him.) I would much rather be out plowing or
digging up marl to sell so I rented out the big Waterman.
The man who rented it was too good a talker. He could not
keepbooks either, and I got no rent money. After one year,
I had to take over the _mill again. Besides this, he had
bought grain and had not paid for it. I tried to sell but the
buyers had too little money. Now I had the bad luck that
-53-

the grinding stone tore loose and landed in the windsails
which were torn to pieces and ruined. That meant a damage of several hundred Rigsdaler. I tried again to sell and
in the year 1868,1 finally sold the mill and half of the property ...also some of the stock. I now rented out the big
windmill and hired people to plant the grain on the rest of
the fields of the big farm, and then we moved to Grinsted.
The man that I traded with, a Mr. Lindbolt, was no good.
He owed me 4000 Rigsdaler on the trade. I got no interest
on this sum so I had to foreclose and go to court against
him. I won the suit against him and the judge ordered him
to pay the whole sum. Now he begged me to let him stay
on in the mill another year. This I did. He had the good fortune to trade the mill with a farm and I got the Rigsdaler
paid in full. I was very glad I had not put the mill up for
auction and thereby made him homeless.
The man who rented the other mill was to pay his interest money in bonemeal. I discovered he had put sand in
the bonemeal and I had this verified. This made me disgusted. Instead of taking him to court, 1 asked him to
leave. I now traded the mill and the land around it for a
farm near Grindsted, where I now live. It was a poor trade,
but I now had two poor farms, one in Loft and the other in
Marsbol, near each other. I hoped to trade or sell these two
farms but had no chance to do so. The man I traded with
was very poor so I later gave him 500 Kroner.
When I moved from Herborg Mill, I decided that my
children were to have the 7000 Kroner I had standing in
this big property but the mortgage on the Marsbol farm
became due. I started to speculate how I could raise this
sum. (Denmark, at the time after the war in 1864, had lost
Sonderjylland to the Germans and the State Congress
started to open up land in the big heather areas of Jylland
to promote draining of the big marshes into meadow
-54-

lands.) I wrote a letter to the State Committee on
Reclamation and they sent out an engineer to survey the
area. I now called a meeting together and 22 farmers came.
I stood up and described to them my plan and it was
decided to let the young engineer figure out the cost of the
tiling of the big project. A committee of three men were to
take charge. I became one of them. The engineer gave a
favorable report, and we began at once to put in the tiles
and canals. I got a lot of criticism at first but after the work
was done, and it turned out fine, 1 got thanks for starting
this fine project. The State also gave us 500 Rigsdaler to
pay for dividers in the canals. This was 1868. I got ten acres
of meadow on my farm that had been marsh before. These
ten acres I sold, and thus got the mortgage paid on the
Marsbol farm ....and, also some minor debts.
1868 turned out to be the driest year I can ever remember. We only got a minimum harvest of rye and only a
small amout of other grains. Many farmers pulled up the
grains by the roots so nothing was lost in the stubble. Land
prices fell, cattle prices went down, too, causing hard
times for all. I had a sickly housekeeper. She had to leave,
and shortly afterwards she died of tuberculosis. I finally
got a girl from Brejninge, near Ringk0bing. Her name was
Karen Kristensen, and she was a cousin of my former wife,
Karen Holm, who, incidentally had been her sponsor at
Baptism. She later became my wife ....the 2nd day of May,
1871.This was the same date, 19 years after, that I had married my first wife.
I now divided my property among my seven children,
but the oldest of the girls, Karen, died at the age when she
was to be confirmed. The three boys were sent out to work
andto high schools. The two youngest girls came home,
but Marie stayed on at her grandmothers. Each child
received 1100Kroner for schooling.
-55-

I now sold the farm in Loft and bought a farm in
Grinsted which I then traded for a farm in Tapegod Sogn
and figured I had made a good deal, but it did not turn out
that way. I had it three years. I hired people to run the
place and I worked at fixing the buildings. I then sold this
farm, but the man who bought it was not good. I loaned
him money and I underwrote a note for 1000 Kroner and
loaned him a pair of steers and more ....and lost all.
Now hard times hit me; prices were low on everything.
A man of my famil)" whom I helped start out with cattle
and notes, went bankrupt. He left the country and I lost
600 Kroner. Another man in the Sogn, who owed 600
Kroner on a note, asked me to wait for payment of rents
and borrowed some more money. Before I knew it, he had
left in the night and taken the cattle with him. Before he
did, he had sold off part of the cattle and feed and
machines and all was moved out by night. The credit bank
· now took over and let the farm stand a year before they
put it up for auction. By then I found it would not pay me
to buy it, so I lost all my money there, too. It seemed as if
God wanted me to be poor or was trying my patience. I
found solace in the prayer, "Forgive us our debts as we
forgive our debtors." It helped me to keep up my spirit
through these hard times.
The year after my marraige, we got a daughter; the next
year a son. In 1875, we got twins - two sons. This was the
happiest day in my life. Later, we got two more sons and
later, one daughter. (7 children). In 1875, the oldest child
died of whooping cough. I moved to Marsbol, and I sold
the farm to my oldest son, Anders Kjer Andersen (Andrew
who had married Matinee). I kept a part of the farm, mostly heather and meadow, and then moved into a large
sheep shed. While I built a house on this part of the farm,
we and the three children slept and cooked in the sheep
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shed that summer. It was neither comfortable nor pleasant.
For most of the time, we cooked outside as the chimney
and stove were no good and filled the shed with smoke.
In the fall, we moved into the new house which was a
good house considering the times. My wife and I were
both in good health. I got my plowing done with one horse
and one steer. In the winter we had one cow and two
steers, but had to buy the feed. I had a brother in Olgod
who was very good to us. He loaned us money and fodder
and said to me, "If you can't repay, don't mind but come
and get more if you need it."
I had not gotten on top of my debts. I plowed up the
heather and marled it and planted rye and buckwheat.
Eachyear I planted fir trees and evergreen trees after harvesting. My health was real good. My humor was good,
andmy wife was a good cook so I got plenty to eat. After
supper, I'd go out and thresh grain in the granary floor by
lantern light. I was in good spirits. I'd tell my wife that
some day we'd have twelve cows and four horses. She
laughed and told me, "You are joking." But, in the year,
1900,my dream came true. I had also planted 68 acres of
fir and evergreen trees. (For this he received the Medal of
Merit,the DanebrogsKors, from the King of Denmarkfor an
outstandingjob well done. This he doesnot mention in his memoirs.I wish to add thisfor his great-granchildrenand great-great
grandchildren
to know that therewere pioneersin Denmarkand
AndersKristianAndersen, Marsbolfarm was one of them.)
Three of my sons and three daughters of my first marriageand one son, Lars, by second marriage, had emigratedto America and all were prospering over there. My oldestson, Anders (Uncle Andrew) came home to visit me in
1892.He had the great sorrow to lose his wife and two chilchen.(The girl, 12 years old, and a boy of ten died of
diptheria.The year after, his wife, Matinee, died of sorrow.
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He longed to see his father and his relatives in Denmark,
but after a winter there, he left again for America. He met
a young Danish girl aboard ship whom he later married.
Her name was Margrethe.)
TRIP TO AMERICA

(This part of the translation dealswith the trip to America to
visit his six childrenin the United States. I, BodilMarie, am his
oldest granddaughter.I am the daughter of Marie and Niels N.
Sandager.I rememberwell the day "Bedstefar"came to visit us
in Tyler,Minnesota. He came with Kristian Duus and Laerer
Ballingfrom Vejle to whom the Utoft family in Tyler had sent
money to pay for this belovedteacher'strip.)
My six children in America, whom I had not seen in
twenty years, kept writing me to come and visit them.
They would pay for my trip. But, I knew my wife would
be sorry to have me go. Finally, she said, "I will miss you,
my dear husband, but you must go as I'm sure God will
bring you back safely to me and I don't want it to be on my
conscious that I kept you away from your children."
Now came a trying time for me for the decision was
mine to make. But I did not make it without first praying
God's will be done. I bought a ticket, second class, from
England to Tyler, Minnesota and that cost a lot. Before I
left, I wrote out my will and testament in case I did not get
back again. We then set out from Esbjerg to Liverpool by
ship. This was April, 1901. It surely was a big ocean to
cross, and I was a bit seasick most of the time until we
landed in New York. From there, it was a three day trip by
train to Tyler. I had two children living in Minnesota, each
on a farm. My thoughts went back to my home very often.
I stayed a day in New York because on Sunday no passenger trains left for Chicago. I saw things that made me
both laugh and cry. I visited a Danish Lutheran Church
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andI was very homesick. They sang a Danish hymn, "Nu
VtlVi Sige Verden Farvel" (Now We will Say Farewell to
theWorld). I felt every verse was written to me and could
not help crying a bit. The services were just like those at
home.There were many thoughts that came to me that day
in that little church in this foreign land. In the afternoon, I
sawthe Booklyn bridge. It is 150 feet above the water and
oost$36,000,000to build. Lots of trains passed, coming on
oneside, going the other. In the middle was a wide walk
forpeople to travel. I also saw a tunnel built under the
river and I saw very tall buildings. I also saw many poor
people and sad sights. Next day, we took the train to
Chicago.After an hour's wait, we left. That took two days.
Wetraveled to Niagara Falls and saw some very fine country,traveling through big cities, and over big rivers. The
Niagara Falls was a mighty waterfall to see! It took almost
twodays to reach Chicago. After a short stop, we went on
toTyler,Minnesota.
My son-in-law, Niels N. Sandager, met me and took me
homewith him. I now got busy and wrote to the other five
children that I had arrived. _After three days, my son,
Anders Kjer, came to get me and took me home with him
to Mankato. I stayed at his fine farm for fourteen days. It
hadturned very warm weather which I was not used to. I
thenreceived letters from my two sons and one daughter
in Seattle, Washington, saying that I must come to visit
them,too. Anders and wife took me to St. Paul to get the
righttrain to Seattle (the Northern Pacific) and there, Jens
andCarl were to meet me. It took five days to make the
tripand the train traveled with great speed both day and
night. We traveled through large distances that looked
barren with poor soil, which surprised me. Then came the
mountains and some were so tall they had snow-clad tops.
Onthe rocky sides grew small evergreens in cracks in the
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rocks. We often went through tunnels. I never saw any animals. I happened to think that if we should meet another
train in such a tunnel, what a terrible collision it would be!
But, we never did. It was in the eastern part of Montana
that the soil was so poor. After we crossed the mountains
and came into the western part, we saw large herds of cattle and horses and thousands of sheep. Then, we traveled
through great big woods. In one area, a fire had gone
through several thousand acres. I believe the burned area
was as large as Jylland! That was a sad sight to see; such a
waste of large trees.
Many people were on the train. At night they slept in
the sleeping car but that cost one dollar. I slept all right in
my seat. The ticket I got in St. Paul was four feet long. The
conductor came and cut off a part as we traveled along. We
were allowed to walk through the big coaches. The men
were in one coach and the women in another and some
were in mixed coaches. There were several Negro waiters.
I wished that I could have talked with one fine young
Negro who was very nice to me, but the language forbid
that. Too bad that I could not speak English. The fifth day
of the trip I became acquainted with two Norwegians. One
was an older man, the other a young fellow. I could talk
with them. During the night we came into the big city of
Seattle. From there I had 26 miles to the mining town of
New Castle where son Karl lived. Son Jens was to meet me
but he was not there. The two Norwegians promised to
take me to New Castle the next day. We went out to find a
restaurant to get something to eat which I paid for. Then
they said, "Let's take a trip out and see the town."
I thought that was fine as I needed to stretch my legs,
having sat in the train for five days. We let our suitcases
stand in the cafe and they took me through many crooked
streets. When we had walked an hour, they said, "Let's go
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into this saloon and rest."
There the young man left us and he said, "I'll be back
inside of fifteen minutes." I thought he had gone tQ the
restroom. Then the older man left. I could have held him
there by force in spite of the fact that he was seven years
younger than I.
When neither of them returned inside of an hour, I realized that I had been tricked. I walked out on the street and
found a policeman, but he could not understand me. He
askedme if I was a Russian. I told him that I was a
Scandinavian. He took me to a Swedish man (a Swedish
saloon-keeper) and he showed me where the cafe was
where I had left my suitcases. When I got there we found
that the two Norwegians had been there and stolen them.
I then met a Danish Jeweler who advised me to send a
telegram to my sons at New Castle. Before I left Minnesota
I had sent letters to both Jens and Karl, but they had not
gotten them in time to meet me.
A man now came running into the cafe and told me that
my two sons were hunting for me. He wanted me to follow him to where they were but I said, "I'll wait until they
come and find me." I'd been fooled once. They soon came
and there was great rejoicing on both sides! I did not tell
them about being tricked by the Norwegians for I was too
ashamed of it. (We later found that Uncle Jim had alerted
the Seattle Police to help find Bedstefar.)
My son Jens was a civil engineer for the Pacific Coast
Company and had a big office in Seattle and was wellknown by all officials in the big city. In the aftemnon we
took the train to New Castle where Karl was General
Director of the big coal mines. When we got off the train,
there stood my daughter Trina to meet me. It was a most
welcome sight for she was the one of my children that I
adored and loved most. She was only two years old when
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my first wife died, and was only 16 years old when the
three brothers took her along to America. Now she was a
big woman of 185 pounds. I would never have known her,
but when we had talked a bit we knew each other real
well. They had prepared a big welcoming party for me.
Karl and his wife, Laurina, had six sons and two daughters. Trina and her husband, Jens Nissen, had five children.
All these children were very happy to get to know their
"Grandpa", as I was called in English.
We had a lot to talk about with each other. I stayed
eleven days and then went to Seattle to visit Trina and
Jens. The climate was very fine with breezes from the
ocean ....and no typhoons. There were large forests with
mighty trees of fir, 400 feet tall, called "Wellington Fir."
Then there were very tall cedars. It was hard to walk in
those woods because the trees fell down when they got too
old and there were several layers and brush. There were
wild animals in those mighty woods, such as bear, mountain lions, wolves and other kinds. They had a cow which
had a bell around its neck to keep the wild animals away
and also so they could find her in the evening.
Several hundred men worked in the New Castle mines.
Lots of big machines were used. Mules were used to pull
the loaded coal wagons over to the railroad to be loaded
and sent to Seattle daily. Karl took me down to see the
mine, 960 feet underground. We carried lanterns and
walked over an hour down there. I chopped out a piece of
coal to take along home. It was cold down there. The miners got two dollars a day and free house and free coal, but
houses were very poorly built near the mines ....dusty and
dirty-looking. Meat and fish were brought out from
Seattle.
Seattle had a very fine harbor with ships from all over
the world docked there. Seattle was only twenty years old,
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as large as Vejle, but I would guess that it would become
much larger. I felt real good there but still was homesick
for Denmark. Jens said to me one day, "I have to take a
business trip to California. Do not get sorry that I do not
say,'Goodbye', to you, Father, because I can't stand to say
'Goodbye'." Four days he spent with me, showing me the
city. Then one day he was gone, and I never saw him

again.
Karl had now resigned his job as General Director of the
mines in New Castle. Anders and Niels Sandager had
bought a 160-acre farm for him to move onto in Tyler,
Minnesota. Karl felt he had to bring his six sons up on a
farm instead of growing up in a mining town. So, it was
decided they would all travel back to Minnesota with me.
It was very hard for me to say goodbye to Trina. She was
only two years old when her mother died, and she had
always been my dearest child. When we left on the train
shestood on a high hill above the tracks waving a white
handkerchief. I kept looking at her until a curve on the
tracksclosed off the view.
It took five days to travel to Minnesota. The weather was
hot and dust and cinders flew in through th open windows. I drank a lot of ice water, which I should not have
done, because I got a pain in my chest which stayed on as
longas I was in America.
Wenow reached the farm near Tyler that was rented out.
Karlpaid the renter to move out so he could get in with his
bigfamily. Karl asked me to help him buy horses and cows
which I enjoyed a lot. One day we came to a large farm
where they were harvesting oats with two binders and
fourhourses hooked up on each one. This man asked Karl
if he would trade farms with him. Next day he came over
.andlooked over the farm. He sat on his horse, smoking a
· , and they talked a lot of English, of course. Karl did
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not even ask him in for a drink of water. When he left, I
said to Karl, "I suppose no trade."
"Oh, yes, we traded. This afternoon we will meet at the
bank in Tyler to get the papers drawn up and signed," he
answered.
Inside a few days, they moved onto the big farm. (This
was Warren's farm of 800 acres. The house had four bedrooms upstairs, two parlors, and a big hall with open staircase. Then came the large dining room, beyond that the
large kitchen with a small dining room for the hired men.
Above this kitchen part were two bedrooms for the help.
The big house had a big attic. Warren traded because he
couldn't find help.)
Now Karl and I really got busy to buy horses and cows
to stock the farm. There were no horse markets in America.
Karl and I had to go from farm to farm inquiring if they
had any horses to sell. It was not an easy job to buy horses. In America it is not the rule that the seller has to tell any
of the weaknesses the horse may have. The buyer has to
find it out for himself before he buys the horse. He bought
six or eight horses. First we tried them out hitched to a
wagon or a machine for they were not always as good as
they looked. We also bought machinery and wagons and
tools.
Then I moved over to my daughter, Marie and Niels
Sandager, who lived two miles form Karl's. I stayed at
their home six days. They had six capable children who
had a good education, a good farm, six horses, and thirtyfive head of cattle and several hogs and chickens. They
owned the farm and had no debts. All was
complete ....both inside and outside. While I was there a
sudden windstorm came up and several houses and stacks
were blown over and scattered.
I now left them to travel to Mankato where my son,
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Anders Kjer, lived. I was on my homeward bound trip.
They had no children but they lived on the most beautiful
farm I had seen in America. They had a beautiful garden
around the house and the small woods was cleaned up as
fine as a park. I stayed there eight days. During that time
my son, Lars, of my second marriage came to see me. He
had been in Alaska and gone through many hardships.
Twice he had been sick. Once his money had been stolen.
He had been a trapper and had a Dane as a partner. This
man stole all the furs and skipped out. He never saw him
again.The best was he regained his health and became a
Christian, putting his trust in God. (Later, another son,
Otto, joined Lars. They went to Alaska.)
Anders Kjer and his wife took me to the station and put
me on the right train to Norris, Illinois, where my daughter Karen and husband Christian Nielsen lived. I had
planned to visit them on my way to Minnesota but it was
so very hot in Norris at this time, therefore, I waited until
my return trip. They met the train with horses and buggy.
The trip took a day and a half. They were very glad to see
us and made it very festive for me. They had four children.
I stayed there ten days. The pain in my chest got worse
and I coughed a lot. I began to fear I would never see my
dear ones at home again, and, maybe have to be buried
here in America. Karen and husband did a lot for me brought a good doctor in to see me. He gave me some
medicine but it did not help very much. I was able to be up
partof the time. My sister's son, Jens Hansen, also lived in
Norris and they all showed me the town. Among the
sights in Norris, I saw in a grave yard a vault for just one
man and one woman, almost as large as a small church in
Denmark and it cost about 50,000 Kroner!
My dear daughter, Karen, was very good to me. She
cooked buttermilk soup and other Danish dishes to help
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me to get more appetite. She wanted me to stay there un
I had regained my health, but I had gotten so homesick
Denmark, and wanted to leave as soon as possible. We ·
each other a loving good-bye and my son-in-law and ·
ter's son went with me to Chicago. We got into Chicago
half day before the train to New York was due. We w
downtown. I saw much there which I won't mention,
people will not believe me. We were to eat dinner th
but I could not eat much. We then went back to the ·
depot, and there they bought a ticket direct
Copenhagen. We then bid each other a heart-felt farew
I took the train for New York, where I arrived one and
half days later. We could board the ship for the night
paying one dollar for a night's lodging. I met a paint
from Vejle who was also going to Denmark, but had
money to pay for the night, so I paid for him because
was sick, and I didn't want him to have to walk the stree
Next morning we had breakfast, which I also paid for.
told me he would pay me back when we got
Copenhagen, which he also did, and was very thankful i
the help.
The ship's name was Iceland and it took fifteen days
sail to Denmark. It was a hard trip. A strong wind blew
the time and the ship rocked up and down so I had to ha
onto the cabin so as not to roll out of it. One of the passengers died and was buried in the ocean. We sailed no
around Scotland. The land looked very pretty, was qui
hilly. We then sailed into Kristiansand, Norway, where
several of the passengers left and a few others got on the
ship. I did not leave the ship, but stayed by my baggage
I was afraid it would get stolen. There was a big commotion. People meeting those that came and saying "go
bye" to those that left ....laughing and crying a plenty.
took one day to get to Copenhagen. I thought the build-66-

ingshad become smaller after I had seen New York's and
Chicago's skyscrapers.
My daughter, Katrine, met me there. I stayed with her
two days to rest up, which made her happy. She had
attended Fensen's Institute for three years. I now took the
train home. Two of my sons met me in Grinsted, with a
wagon, to take me home. My wife met me at the farm and
bid me welcome home. That night I slept very well and
rested after the long, long trip. It was wonderful to be
home!For many days, relatives and friends came to bid
me"velkommen hjem" (welcome home) and to learn about
mytrip.
I soon got back in my working clothes. I thinned out
trees in the big fir woods and made wood to burn. I also
helpeda bit with the farm work and rested a lot. I am now
79years old. I have bought what they, in Denmark, call a
'Livrente" ( a kind of insurance). It pays 300 Kroner per
yearfor as long as l live. I would now like to sell the farm.
I have started two fish ponds and have plenty to do in the
bigforest, but find it hard to sell all the wood and logs that
I cut down.
One of my sons, Lauritz, wished to buy part of the farm
with all the buildings. At last, we decided on the
price....11,000Kroner. He was to pay 2,000 Kroner for cattle and machines. He got a loan of 7,500 Kroner in the
Credit Bank to pay for the farm. I kept several acres and 70
acres of the tree planting. I now built a new house and
barnin 1905. I have one or two horses and eight cows. On
thebig farm they had four horses, twenty cows, and animals.Maybe I'll sell this small farm. I have a son and a
ughter unmarried, but they don't care to own the farm.
I now can do without too much work. I still work in the
tforestto give the trees air to grow but get a pain in my
arms if I chop too long a day.
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In 1908, I sold this small farm but kept 50 acres of the
forest and then built a house there. Now I can take it easy,
have some chickens and the garden to care for. My main
work is in the forest. I sell logs and also wood to bum.
From mom until evening I work to thin out trees that
stand too thick. I am now 85 years old and do not plan to
move again, but will live the rest of my life here. This is the
seventh home I have had. I have had twenty farms with
buildings that I have traded and sold until I finally settled
here in Grinsted. I have lost many thousand of Kroner on
some of these trades, which I lost instead of going to court
to get them. I have helped people who neither could nor
would repay their debts. Even if you help them twenty
times, they still are not your friends. If they owe you something, they don't know how mean they can be. Let us pray,
"Forgive us our debts as we forgive our debtors."
I have lots to thank God for....good health, a good wife,
eleven living children who all are doing well financially.

FINALE
Five years have now passed since I wrote last. I am now
ninety years old. I can't work much any more. I am short
of breath for I am too fat. I weigh almost 200 pounds. The
forest I have sold to my sons, Kristian and Lauritz, who
bring us groceries and meats. The house we live in daughter Katrine is to have as she is now taking care of us. My
son, Jens, in America, died in 1914 of diabetes.
This is my life history in short form. My weakness has always
beenthat I've beenin too much of a hurry with my work
(Grandfather A. Kristian Andersen died January 27,
1920....95 years old. His wife, Karen Andersen, died January
31, 1920, four days later. Thus, they followed each other in
death and were buried side by side in the same grave. He
was 95 and she was 83 years old, 12 years younger.)
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